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	Taint of Royalty

**Chapter One: The King's New Hand**

* * *

><p><strong>AN: So, welcome to our latest story! We have a few OCs who will feature throughout the story. Medea Baratheon is the younger sister of Robert and Stannis, older sister of Renly. Her two children from her first marriage, Valko and Felicia Swann, will also be in it a bit. Alaric and Alysanne Martell are the twin legitimate children of Oberyn Martell. With that in mind, please let us know what you think!**

* * *

><p>Medea Baratheon sauntered into the King's rooms unannounced, something only Robert's sister could get away with. She knew that her older brother had imposed a self-exile upon himself, hiding away in his rooms since the day Jon Arryn had died. She could not say she blamed him – Robert had been very close with the old man. However, there were things that needed doing, and it fell to Medea to remind the King of his responsibilities.<p>

"What do you want?" Robert growled as his younger sister closed the heavy door behind her.

"To see my eldest brother." She raised her eyebrows coolly. "I heard about Lord Arryn."

"What of it?" Robert asked, somewhat suspiciously. His sister was no fool – Medea was very involved in political intrigue, although she did not have as many spies as his wife Cersei. Nonetheless, the young Baratheon woman was shrewd and intelligent. In some ways, she was quite a lot like their brother Stannis, but less…well, dry.

"So, you will be needing a new Hand." Medea walked over to Robert's desk, picking up the pitcher and pouring herself some red wine. She often found it bitter, but it did help her think and articulate herself in stressful situations, she found.

"I know who I want for my new Hand."

"As do I." Medea spun to face Robert, leaning against the desk and taking a sip from the goblet. "Eddard Stark."

The man had been Robert's closest and most trusted friend since their youth. It had been nine years since they had last seen Ned – Medea had been but a girl then, sixteen years old and pregnant with her second child. It had been difficult, that pregnancy, due to the loss of her husband during the Greyjoy rebellion. Clifford Swann had been twelve years older than his little wife, but they had come to love each other deeply, and his loss had impacted her greatly.

Fortunately, she had her two children to ease the burden. Valko, her eldest and Clifford's heir. He had been a wedding night babe, she was almost certain, born soon after she had turned fourteen. Felicia was her youngest, two years younger than Valko and conceived just a few months before the Greyjoy rebellion.

Medea could not complain – she had been well cared for after her husband's death. Old Gulian Swann was a loyal ally to Robert, which was why his eldest son had married the King's only sister. He had made sure she was welcome at Stonehelm, but Medea had other plans. She had only been thirteen when she had married, and missed her brothers dearly. So she returned to King's Landing with her two children, visiting Stonehelm often but remaining with Robert and his household.

"Bring me some," Robert commanded, shaking Medea from her reverie. He never asked anymore, simply demanded. She supposed that was what happened when you became King, although she had been only a child when he had, so she did not remember much what he was like before that. Stannis had always been stiff and formal. Renly, her baby brother and the closest to her in age, was more playful in nature.

"I didn't hear the 'p' word."

Robert frowned. "What 'p' word, woman?"

"Please." She sipped her wine. "The one you never use anymore."

"Bring me the damned wine," Robert snapped, clearly in no mood for her dry humour. Medea rolled her eyes and poured him some, walking over and shoving the goblet at him.

"When are we going north?"

"So you wish to come?" Her brother asked, seeming surprised. Medea could not blame him – the North had never appealed to her in the past.

"Of course. Valko and Felicia would be thrilled. He has been following you around, hasn't he?"

"He is growing fast." Robert sounded quite proud – but that was no surprise to Medea. The boy resembled him more closely than even Robert's own son, Joffrey.

"Of course. He will be twelve soon enough."

Robert nodded thoughtfully. "Old enough to learn to fight."

"He is still a boy," Medea protested, fiercely protective of her children. She did not want to admit that her little boy was growing up, and that in a few short years, he would be a man. The thought frightened her, that one day Valko and Felicia would not need her anymore.

"You cannot keep him sheltered forever, Medea." Robert's voice was stern. "He must learn to fight."

"He will." Medea sighed heavily. "He is already learning how to handle a sword. But I don't want to pit him against others, certainly not Joffrey."

Joffrey was a good few years older than Valko, and there was no child Medea despised more. He was a horrible bully, and delighted in tormenting others such as his younger brother Tommen. Valko was more resistant to such bullying – he had brawled with Joffrey several times in the past.

"How soon are we leaving?" Medea inquired, focusing her mind on the task at hand. Winterfell would be bitterly cold, but a journey would be welcome. She thought that perhaps the younger of Ned's daughters was a similar age to Valko, but she brushed the thought away. It was far too soon to be thinking of her son's own marriage and – seven hells – potential grandchildren. She was twenty-five years old, dammit.

"Few days," Robert stated, slurring slightly due to the wine. "Prepare yourself."

* * *

><p>"Did you hear about Jon Arryn?" Medea questioned Alaric Martell as the two lay in bed together, both a sweaty mess. Alaric was spread out happily with the sheet draped over his waist, while Medea was fixing her hair, braiding it back from her face. The pair had been lovers for some months. It would have been a good match – the sole legitimate son of Oberyn Martell, and the King's younger sister. But the two sought nothing but pleasure from their dalliances.<p>

Alaric glanced at her, his fingers trailing lightly over her shoulder. "About his death? I did."

"Well, did you know Ned Stark will be the new Hand?" She questioned, rolling onto her stomach, her fingers tracing his muscular torso.

"No, I did not." He admitted, raising an eyebrow. He had heard that the King and Ned Stark were good friends, but he was surprised that the King had not named someone closer south to be his Hand.

"We're going north." Medea told him, knowing that he would no doubt join them.

"That will be cold." He stated, wondering just how well he was going to handle the northern climate when he was so used to the warm Dornish one.

"I'll have you to warm me up." Medea smirked as she continued to run her fingers over his chest, drawing a small groan from him. "Valko has been asking after you. He says he wants you to train him in how to use a spear."

Alaric couldn't help but chuckle. He and Valko had a close relationship, and Alaric often entertained the boy while his mother was busy with court. "Will his mother allow it?"

"His mother may. He is, after all, only eleven." She reminded him, flopping onto her back and stretching out beside him. "He and Felicia will come north with us. I want them to experience Winterfell. They've never seen snow before."

Alaric grinned at her, rolling onto his stomach. He had never seen snow before either, but he would not tell her that, for she would no doubt tease him. "Cute."

Medea shifted again, straddling his waist and massaging down his shoulders. "I remember Ned Stark. He brought me the news of my husband's death after the Greyjoy rebellion. I was so young then."

"He is said to be a good man." Alaric groaned loudly as she worked her hands over the muscles in his back, getting most of the knots out as she went. He couldn't remember the last time someone had done this for him, but it had been too long.

Medea raised an eyebrow at the sounds he was making. If anyone was to walk past, they would no doubt assume that the two were having sex, as they had been not long before.

"Ned is an honourable man. It may do my brother good to have him around."

"Perhaps." He chuckled. He did believe Ned Stark to be an honourable man, but he did not think that even he could change Robert's ways.

"It's going to be amusing seeing if you can survive the cold." She grinned as she removed herself from the bed, picking up her dress that had been thrown on the floor earlier that morning. "I should go and find my children."

* * *

><p>"Stop it, Valko! Leave me alone!"<p>

Nine-year-old Felicia Swann sprinted away from her older brother, hiding under a table. Sometimes, she couldn't believe how silly he was. He was almost twice her size, and still chased her around the place. She wasn't _interested_ in being chased. She was interested in trying on pretty dresses and getting her hair done.

"Get out from under the table," Valko commanded, as if being two years older and a boy meant that she had to listen to him. "It's unladylike."

"You chasing me is unmanlylike," Felicia retorted.

"_What_ are you two doing?"

Both children stopped what they were doing to see their mother standing in the doorway, her hands on her hips. Valko sensed that they were about to get into trouble, and immediately pointed an accusing finger at his hiding sibling.

"Felicia won't get out from under the table."

Medea raised her eyebrows. "Why were you chasing her?"

"She was pulling my hair."

"Oh, Valko, don't be absurd." Medea rolled her eyes. "Felicia, come out. I have news."

Felicia crawled out from under the table, suddenly excited. She wondered what their mother had come to tell them. Perhaps there was going to be a celebration and Felicia would have a brand new dress to wear. Better yet, perhaps her uncle Balon was coming to King's Landing. She did so enjoy his visits.

"We are accompanying your uncle, his Grace, to Winterfell," Medea announced.

"The North?" Felicia was somewhat disappointed, wrinkling her nose. "Isn't it very cold there?"

"I'm not afraid of the cold." Valko puffed out his chest, making Felicia scoff. Her brother seemed to think he wasn't afraid of anything.

"Valko, I doubt anyone is afraid of the cold, dear," Medea responded.

"Some people are," Valko replied defensively.

"I heard there are direwolves there," Felicia stated, her eyes widening. She wondered what it would be like to see a real direwolf. The North was a savage and frightening place. That was what Uncle Renly often said.

"That's not true." Medea shook her head. "Direwolves are almost extinct."

Valko looked thrilled. "Do you think we'll see one?"

"Maybe one will eat you," Felicia said, hopeful.

Valko drew himself up to full height. "I'd be too fast for it."

"You wish," she responded.

"Both of you, behave," Medea said, making both of them fall silent. "Unless you would rather stay here."

"Yes, Mother," Valko said obediently, causing Medea to smile.

"Good boy."

"I'm excited, Mother," Felicia admitted. Perhaps there would be someone handsome in the north that she could marry. She was far too young to marry yet, but their mother had only been a few years older than Valko when she had married their father. Felicia hadn't bled yet, but she would in a few years. She hoped to marry someone as valiant and kind as her father had apparently been, not someone loathsome like her cousin Joffrey.

"How cold will it be?" Valko asked.

"You'll need extra furs," Medea stated, glancing between the two of them with raised eyebrows. "Clean yourselves up for dinner."

"What's for dinner?" Valko inquired, which didn't surprise Felicia in the least. He was always thinking about his stomach.

"Whatever the cook makes you," Medea said, noting Valko's yawn, "And then bed."


End file.
